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Selected Poetfy. 



[June. 



More strong and Strang her terrors rose, 
Her shadow di*d the maid appal, 

She trembled at her lovely nose, 
It look'd so long against the wall. 

Up to her chamber, damp and cold, 
She climb'd Lord Hopper-Gollops stair, 

Three stories high, long, dull, and old, 
As great Lords stories often are. 

All nature ncm appeared to pause, 

And o'er the one half world seem'd dead, 

No curtain'd sleep had she, because, 
She had no curtains to her bed; 

Listening she lay. ..with iron din, 

The clock struck twelve... the doc* flew 
wide, 

When Thomas grifnly glided in; 
With little bob-tail by his side. 

Tall, like the poplar, was his size, 

Green, green his waistcoat was as leeks, 

Red, fed as beet foot, were his eyes, 
And pale as turnips were his cheeks. 

Boon as the spectre she espy'd,- 

The fear-struck damsel, faintly, said, 
What would my Thomas ? he reply'd, 

Molly Dumpling, I am dead. 

All in the flower of youth, I fell, 

Cut off with healthful blossom crown'fl, 
Twas not ill, but in a well, 

1 tumbled backward... and was drowu'd, 

four fathom deep thy love doth lie, 
His faithful dog bis fate did share ; 

We're Fiends... this is not he and I, 
We are not here; for we are thef e. 

Yes... two foul water-flends are we 
Maid of the moor, attend us now, 

Thy hour's at hand...weeome for thee... 
The little fiend cur said.. .bow... wow. 

To wind her in her cold, cold grave, 
A Holland sheet a maiden likes, 

A sheet of Water thou shalt have; 

Such «heets there are in Holland dykesj 

The Fiends approach. ..the maid did shrink, 
Swift thro' the night's foul air they spin, 

They took her to the green well's brink, 
And with a souse they plungedher in. 

60 true the far., .so true the youth, 
Maids to this day thelf story tell, 

And hence the proverb rose, that troth 
Lies in the bottom ef a well. 



THE AFFECTIONATE HEART 

BT JOSEPH COZTLt. 

XjET the great man, his treasures possess- 
ing , 

Pomp and splendour for ever attend It 
1 prize hot the shadowy blessing, 

( ask... the affectionate friend. 

Tho' foibles may sdmetifnes o'eftake him, 
His footsteps from wisdom depart ; 

Yet, my spirit shall never forsake hiinj 
If he own the affectionate heart. 

Affection! thou soother of carej 

Without thee unfriended we rove; 
Thou canst make e'en the desert look fair, 
And thy voice is the voice of the dove. 

Mid the anguish that jreys on the breast, 
And the storms 6f mortality's state ; 

What Shall lull the afflicted to rest, 
But the joys that ori sympathy wait ? 

What is fame, bidding envy defiance, 
The idol and bane' of mankind ; 

What is wit, what is learnings or science. 
To the he'aft that is stedfast and kind i 

E'en genius may weary the' sight, 

By too fierce and too constant a Maze ; 

But affection, mild planet of night ! 
Grows lovlier the longer we gaze. 

It shall thrive when the flattering forms, 
That encircle creation, decay } 

It shall live 'mid the wide-wasting storms, 
That beat all undistinguished away. 

When time, at the end of his race, 
Shall expire with expiring mankind; 

It shall stand on its permanent base ; 
It shall last till the wreck of the mind. 



A POET AHD A PATRON. 

TO CARDINAL RtCHUEU, F*OM Till FRENCH 
OF MOSS. MAYNARD. 

ofCK of a life*, possess'd in Vain, 
I soon shall wait upon the ghost 

Of our late Monarch, jn whose reign, 
None who had merit miss'd a post. 

Then will I charm him with yonr name, 
And all your glorious wonders done, 

The pow'r of France., .the Spaniards shame, 
The rising honours of his son : 

Grateful the royal shade will smile, 
Arid dwell; delighted, on your name, 

Sweetly appeas'd, his griefs beguile, 
And drown old losses in new fame. 



